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*If you'd eared to piny a gentiemnan's
Eame, you blighter, you might ‘ave
Uved for your bally country,” Mother
Jenks reminded him o Engllsh, *Won-
der If the beggar'll wilt or will ‘o go
through smilin’ ke mwy salnted ‘Enery
on the syme spot.”

She oeed not have worried. It re-
guires a strong man to be dictator of
& roman candle republle for 15 years,
mod whatever his sins of omisslon or
commission, Sarros did not lack ani-
mal cournge, Alone and unattended he
limped away among the graves to the
wall on the other elde of the ceme-
tery and placed his back against If
megligently, in the attituda of & devil-
may-care fellow without a worry In
Ife. The sergeant walted respectfully
until Sarros lind finiabed his clgarette;
when he tossed 1t away and straight-
enod to attention, the sergeant knew
he was rendy to dle. At his command
there was o sudden rattle of bolta as
the eartridges slid from the mngazines
foto the breeches; there followed a mo-
mentary holt, another command; the
squad was alming when Ricardo Ruey
culled sharply:

“Bergennt, do not glve the order to
fire.”

The rifies were lowered and the men
gured wonderingly at Ricardo, “He's
too brave,” Rlecardo complalned
*“D—— him, I can't kil him as 1 would
a mad dog. I've got to give him &
chanee” 3

The sergeant ralsed his brows ex-
presalvely, Ah, the ley fuga, that pop-
ular form of execution where the pris-
oner |s given n running chance, and the
firing squad practices wing shooting.
If the prisoner manages, miraculonsly,
to escape, he is not pursued!

A doubt, however, crogsed the ser-
geant's mind, “But my gengral," he
expostulated, "Senor Sarros cannot ac-
cept the ley fugn, He Is very lame,
That Is not glving him the chance your
Exeellency desirea he should have™

"1 wasn't thinking of that" Rleardo
replled. "1 wns thinking I'm killlng
him without a falr trinl for the rea-
son that he's 80 Infernally ripe for
the gallows that a irial would have
been g Joke, Nevertheless, 1 am real
Iy kllling him becanse he killed my
father—and that is searcely falr, My
father was a gentieman. Sergeant, 1s
your plstol londed?”

“Yes, General”

“Give it to Benor Barros”

As the sergennt storfed forward to

comply Rlcardo draw hls own service
revolver and then motloned Mother
Jenks und the firlng sguad to stand
anide while he ccossed to the center of
the cemetery. “Sarros” he called, “1
am golng to let God declde which one
of us shall live. When the sergeant
gives the command to fire, 1 shall open
fire on you. and you are frée to do the
same 1o me. Bergeant, If he kills me
and escnpes unhurt, my orders are to
escort him to the bay lo my carriage
snd put hlm safely aboard the Bteam-
er”
Mother Jenks sat down on a tombs
stone. “Gord's truth!" she gusped,
“but there's o rare plocked ‘un.” Aloud
she croaked: “Dou't be & bally anss
m”

“Slience " he commanded,

The sergeant handed Barros the re-
volver. “You beard what I said?" RI-
eardo called,

Barros bowed gravely.

“You understand your orders, Ber

geant?
“Yes, General™
“Very well, Proceed, If this pris

oner firen before you give the word,
have your squad riddle him."

The sergeant backad away and gusad
owlishly from the prisoner to his eap-
tor, “Ready!” he called. Both revol-
vers eame up. *Firel" he shouied,
aod the two shots were discharged adl-
multaneously, Nicardo's cap few off
Ris hend, but he remained standing,
while Sarros staggered back
fhe wail and there recovering himselt
grmely, Ared agnln. He scored a ¢
migy, and Ricardo's gon barked
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Tand walked back to recover hls unl

form cap, He was emiling as he ran
his finger through & gaplog bols In the
upper half of the crown. .

“Well, Mrs. Jenks™ he announced
when he relolned the old Indy, “that
was better thap,éxecuting him with &
firing squad, 1 gave him a square deal,
Now his friends cnn never say that I
muardered him.”

He extended his hiand to help Moth-
er Jenkn to her feet. Bhe stood erect
and felt aguln that queer awelling of
the heart, the old feeling of suffoca-
tlon. ]

“Stendy, Inss " ghe mumbled. *'0Ol4
on to me, sir, It's my bally haneurism.
Qor'—I'm—chokin'——"

He caught her In s arms as ahe
lurched toward him. Her face was
purple; and in bher eyen there wos @
gueer flarce light that went out sud-
denly, leaving them dull and glazed,
When she commenced to sag In his
arms, he ensed her gently to the ground
nnd Inld her on ber back o the grass,

“The nlpper's safe, "Bnery,” he heard
her murmur, *“I've ralsed 'er a lydy,
#'¢elp me—ahe's bactk where—you found
"er—"Enery—"

fhe quiverad, tmd the lght came
creeping back into her eves before It
faded forever. *“Comin’, "Enery—dar-
Hin'," she whispered ; and then the soul
of Motheér Jenks, who had a code and
lived up to it (which {8 more than the
majority of us do), had deparied upon
the ultimate journey. Ricardo gazed
down on the hard old mouth, softened
now by a litle half-amlle of mingled
yeurnlng and gladness: “What a won-
derful soul you bad,” he murmured,
and kissed her,

In the end sho slept in the niche In
the wall of the Catedral de la Vera
Orug, beside ber salnted Hoery,

CHAPTER XVIIL

Three days passed. Don Juan Cafe-
tero had been buried with all the pomp
and elrcumstance of a pational hero;
Mother Jenks, too, had gone to her ap-
pointed resting pilace, and Hl Buoen
Amigo had been ¢losed forever, Rlcar-
do had issued a proclamation announc-
ing himself provisional president of
Sobrante; n conventlon of revolution-
ary leaders had boen held, and a provl-
slonal cablpnet selected. A day for the
natlonnl elections had been named ; the
wreckage of the brief revolution had
been cleared away, and the wheels of
government were once mora revolving
freely and nolselessly. And while all
of this had been golng on, John Btu-
art Webster had laln on his back, star-

Ing at the palace celling and absolute- :

ly forbidden to recelve visitora. He
was still engnged in this mild form of
gymnnastics on the third day when the
door of hiy room opened and Dolores
looked in on him,

“Good evening, Caliph” she called.
“Aren't you dead yet?

It was exactly the tons she shonld
have adopted to get the bhest results,
for Webster hnll been mentally and
physteally 1ll slnce she had seen him
Inst, and needed some such pleasantry
as this to lft him out of his gloomy
mood. He grinned at her boyishly.

“No, 'm not dead. On the contrary,
I'm feellng real eclirpy. ‘Won't you
ecoma i and visit for a while, Mias
luey ™ LY

"“YWeH, slnce you've Invited me, I
shall aceapt” Butering, sho stood be-
side his bed and took the hand he ex-
tended townrd her, "“Thia I8 (he first
opportunity I've had, Miss Hoey," he
hegan, “to apologize for the wshock I
gave you the other day, I ahould have
come back to you ng T promised, In-
stend of getting into a fight and scar-
Ing you half to denth. 1 hape you'll
forgive me, because F'm paying for my
fun now-—with lnterest.”

“Yery well, Callph, Il forgive you
—on opa condition.”

“Who am I to reaist having a condl-
tlon imposed upon me? Name your
terms. I ghall obey.™

*I'm weary of belng called Miss
Ruey. I want {o be Dolores—to you.”

*By the tos nafla of Moses,” he re-
flected, “there 18 no escape. RBhe's de-
termined o rock the boat™ Aloud he
said: “All right, Dolores. I guesa Bill
won't mind.”

“Biily hasn't n word to say sbout 1t,”
she retorted, rogarding him with that
calmy lmpersoual, yet vitally interested
look that always drove him fraantie
with the deslre for her.

“Well, of course, 1 understand that,"
he countered. *“Maturally, sloce Bill
ia only & man, yo'll have to manage
him and he'll have to take orders™

“Callph, you're a siongulnrly persist-
ent man, once you get an idea into
your head. Please understand me, cnce
for all} Eilly Geary ls a dear, and it's
a mystery to me why every girl in the

“Not golag to roatry Bill Geary 1" he
erled, highly scandullzad.

*I know you think I ought to, and I
suppose it will appear guite incompre-
hetisfble to you when 1 do pote—7

“Why Dolores, my dear girl! Thia
iz most amazing. Didn't Bill ask you
to marry bim before he left?™

“Yeu, he did me that bonor, and ¥
decllned him*

“You what {* ]

Bhe smiled at him g0 maternally that
his hand liched to drag ber down to
him nnd kiss her curving lips

*Do you mind telling me Just why
you took thls extraordinary attitude?™

“You have no right to ask, but I'il
tell you. 1 refused Billy becauss I
didn't love him enough—that way.
What's more, I pover could.”

He rolled bis bead to one #ide and
softly, very sofily, whistied two bars
of “The Spanish Cavaller™ throtugh his
testh. He was properly thunder-
struck—so much so, In fact, that for a
moment he actually forgol her pres-
ence the while he pondered this most
Incredible sinte of affalrs

“] soe 1t ull now. It'm as clear ns
mud,” he announced floally. “You re-
fused poor old Bill and broke his
heart, and 80 he went away and hasn't
had the cournge to write ma aldee. I'm
afrald Bill and I both regarded this
fight as practieally won—all over but
the wedding march, as one might put
It, 1 might as well confess T hustled
the boy down from the mine just so
you two ecould get married and light
oot on your honaymoon. | fgured Bill
could kill two birds with one stone—
hiave hly honeymoon and gol rid of his
malaria, and return bere in three or
four minths to relleve me, after 1 had
the mine In aperation, Poor boy. That
wes n frightful song-aud-Gance you
pgave him,”

*] suspected you were the match
ranker in this ease. Y must say I think

you're old enough to know better, Ca-

liph John™ .

“You did, oh? Well, what made you
think so?" ,

Bhe chuckled. “Oh, you're very ob-
vious—to a woman™

*l forgot that you reveal the past
nnd forstell the future.”

"¥ou are really very clumsy, Caliph.
You should never try to direct the des-
tiny of any woman."

“I'm on the wlck Mst” he pleaded,
“and It isn’t sporting of you to discuss
mea. You're healthy—so let us discuss
you. Dolores, do you figure Bill's cnse
to be absolutely hopeless "

“Ahsolutely, Caliph™

“Hum-m-m 1"

Agnin Webster had recoursa to med-
Itatlon, seeing which, Dolores walked
to the pler glasg fn the corner, satisfled
herself that ber colffure was just so
and returned to his side, singiug softly
a little song that had floated out over
the transom of Webster's room door
Into the ball one night ¢

A Bpaniah cavalar
Went out to rope & steer,

Along with his paper clgar-r-rol
“Carambal" said ha,

"Manuna you will be

Mucho bBusne carna por miol™

He turned his head and looked op at
her suddenly, searchingly. “Is there
anybody else in BUl's way?' he de
manded. "I admit it's none of my
business, but—="

“Yeg, Callph, there Is gome one elge.”

“T thoughit so." 'This rather viclouss
ly. *“I'm willlng to gamble 100 to 1,
sight unseen, that whoever he Is, be
{en’t half the man Bl 18"

“That" she repiied coldly, “is n mat-
ter of personal oplalon.”

“And Blll's clock is fixed for keeps?

“Yes, Callph. And he peyer had a
clance from the start"” 3

“Why noti

“Well, I met the other man first, On.
liph.”

“Oh! Do you mind telllng me what
this other man does for a Hving 7

“He's 2 mining man, ke Billy."

“All right!, Has the son of a horse
thief got a mine ks BT That's
something to conaider, Dolores”

“He haa a mine fully as good ns
Billy's, Like Billy, Ea owns a half
inerest In It, too”

“Hum-m-m|! How long have you
known him?

“Not very long." !

“Ba wure you'ra right—then go
ahead,” John Btuart Webster warned
har., “Don't marry o haste and repent
at lelsure, Dolores. Enow your man
before you let himr buy the wedding
ring. There's n henp of difference, my
dear, between seotiment and sentimen-
tallty.”

“I'm sure of my man, Oaliph”

Ha was allent again, thinking rapid-
Iy, “Well, of course,” he begun agnln

it, Caliph. Please don’t

nbout noy more. I know
somebody whe kinder, and nobler
and geatler” connod abruptly,
fearful of Lreaking down her reserve
and saylng too much,

“Well, if BIll's case s hopeless™—
hig band eame groplng for hermm, while
he hetd her with hia searching, wistful
glanca—*T wondor what mive looks
Uke. That 18, Dolores, T—J—"

*Yen, Johnt™ '

*I've played falr with my friend,” he
whispered eagerly.. "I'm not golng to
nsk yod to marry me, but I want to
tell you that to mae yon're such s very
wonderful womnn 1 ean't help loving
you with my whole heart and soul"”

“I have suspectad this, John,” she
repllod gravely.

“I suppose 0. T'm such an ohvious
old fool. T've had my dream, and TPre
put 1t behind me, Hut T—1 Jost want
you to kuow I love you; so long as I
lve, I shinil want to serve you. When
you're mareled to this other man, and
things do not brenk just right for you
both—If I have something he wanta,
In order to make yoo happy, 1 want
you to know 1t's yours to glve to him.
—I—I—guess that's all, Dolorea®

"Thank you, John, Wonld you lke
to know this man I'm golng to mnr

"I can't
talk

h 4

“Yen, 1 think I'd llke to congratulate
the scoundrel”™

“Then [l tntroduee you to him, John.
1 first mat him on a traln in Death
valley, Callfornin. He was a shaggy
old dear, all whigkers and rags, but
his whiskers couldn't hide his smile,
and his rags couldn't hide his man-
bood, and when he thrashed a drum-
mer because ihe man sonoyed me, T
Just couldn’t help falling In love with
him. Bven when he fibbed to me and
disputed my assertion that we had met
before——="

“Good land of love—and ths calves
get loosel” he nlmost shouted as he
held ap his one sound arm to her, *My
denr, my deap-——"

“Oh, swestheart,” sha whispered lay-
ing her hot check against his, “it's

 taken you so long to say It, but I love

you sll the more for the dear thoughts
that made you hesitate.”

Ha was sllent a few moments, digest.
ing his nmagement, speechless with the
great happloess that was his—and
then Dolores was kissing the back of
the hand of that helpless, bandaged
arm lylog across his broast. He had
g tightening in his thront, for he had
not expected leve; and that sweet, be-
nigoant, humble little kiss spelled ado-
ratlon and eternnl surrender; when
ehe looked at him agein the mists of
Joy were In hls eyes.

“Dear old Caliph John!® ghe
crooned. “He's never had a woman
to understand hiz funny wanys nod ape
preciate them nnd take eare of him,
his he?" Bhe patted his cheek. "And
bless his simple old henrt, he would
rather give up his love than be falso
to his friend. Yes, (ndeed. Jobuny
Waebater respects 'No Shootlng’ signs
when he sees them, but he tella fiba
and pretends to be very stupld when
ha renlly len't. Bo you wouldn't be
falge to Billy—eh, dear? T'm giad to
know that, because the man who ean-
not be false to his friend can never be
false to his wifs.” :

He crushed ber down to him and
held ber there for o lopg time. “My
dear,” he enld presently, “isp't there
something you hnve to gay to mef”

“I love yon, John® she whispered,
and senled the sweet confesslon with
o true lover's kiss,

“All's wall with the world," John
Stuart Webster announced when he
could use his lips once more for con-
versation, “And” he added, “owlng
to the faet that I started a trifle Iate
in life, T believe I could stand a little
more of the snme."

The door opened and Ricardo looked
in on them.

HRIljJoy " Webster growled, “0ld
Killjoy the Thirteenth, Eing of Bo-
brante. Iz thia a surprise to yout*

“Not a bit of it, Jack., I knew it
was due” .

“Am I welcome in the Ruey family 1™

Ricardo cnme over and kissed his
“Don't be a lobster, Jack,”™ he
protested, “1 dislike foollsh ques-
tions.” And he pressed his friend's
band with a ferver that testified to his
plessure,

“I'm gorry to crowd In at & time
tike thin, Jack,” be cootinued, with a
bug for Dolores, “but Mr. What-you-
wmay-call-him, the American cousul, has
ealled to pay his respecta. As n fellow
@itizen of yours, he fs vitally Interested
In your welfare, Would you eare to
receive bim for a few minutest™

Sohnnmnlmma&n:’&uw‘ﬁ;
ington, be's golog to o presiden
that you are, and then the president
will be courteous enougl to remove
you. In the monotime, fare thies well,

Mr, Tolllver, approciating the uotier
futllity of argument, bowed and de

“Verily, life grows sweetey with each
pussirg  dag” Webster  murmured
whimsleally, “Rick, old man, I think
vou hoad better emcort the consul to
the front door. Your presence 1s nux
vomlea to me alko. Eee that you back
me op and dispose of that fellow Tol-
liver, or you ean't come to our weds
ding—can ba, aweetheart??

When Ricnrdo hred takon his depar-
ture John Btunrt Webster looked up
quite geriously at his wife-to-be, "Can
you explain to me, Dolores” he asked,
Yhow 1t happened that your relatives
and your fnthér’s old friends here In
Bobrante, whom you mel shortly after
your arcival, never informed you that
Rieardo was Uving?

“They didn't know any more about
bim than I did, and he left here a8 &
mere boy, He was scarcely acquainted
with his reiatives, all of whom bowed
quite submissively to the Barros yoke.
Indeed, my father's half-brother, An=
tonlo Ruay, actually neccepted a ports
follo under the Sarros regime and held
it up to bis death. Rieardo has &
wholesome contempt for bis relatives,
and us for his father's old friends,
none of them knew anything about his
pluns. Apparently his Identity was
Enown only to the Barros Intelligence
burean, and it 414 not permit the Infor-
mation to leak out.” -

“Funny mix up,” he commented.
“And by the way, where 414 youn got
all tha Inside dope mbout Neddy Je-
rome 7" ’

Sho Inughed and related to him the
detalls of Neddy's perfidy.

“And you sectually agreed to delly-
er me, hogtled and helpless, to that
old schemer, Dolores?"

*Why not, dear, I loved youj I al
ways meant to marry you, if you'd let
me; and $10,000 would have lasted meo
for pin money a long time”

*Well, yon and Neddy have both fost
out. Better send the old pelican a ca-
ble and wike him out of his day
dream.” ‘

“]l sent the cable yesterday, John
dear”

YExtranordinnry woman |

“T've Just recelved an answer, Ned-
dy has spout nearly $50 telllng me by
cable what a fine man you are aod
how thankful I ought to be {o the
good Lord for permitting you to mnarry
mae,"

“Dolores, you are perfeetly amazing,
1 only proposed to you a minute ago”

“T know you did, slow-poke, but that
Is not your fiult You would have
proposed fo me yesterdny, only I
thought hest not to disturb you until
you were a Httla stronger. Thia ave-
oing, bowever, I made up my mind to
setile the mmtier, and so T—" ¢

“But suppose I lLadn't proposed to
you, after nll¥"

“Then, Joht, I should have proposed
to you, I fenr.”

“But you were running an awful risk,
sending that telegram to Neddy Je-
rome."

Bhe took one Jarge red ear in each
little haud and sbook his head loving-
ly. "8illy" she whispered, “don't be

Jerome hadn't
played a safée gonme all the way
theough, and oh, dear Cullph John, I'm

0 happy 1 could cry.”

*God bless my mildewed soul,™ Johuy
Stuart Webster murmured helplesaly.

but salnty’ names seem to have been
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